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In my crabbed nine-year-old hand there is a bombastic tiallenge on the title page, coupled with a reckless offer.
"All Readers who can find 50 mistacks in this Number will Receive Heartiest Congratulations."
Papa had a contribution, which, I fancy, he may have opied from somewhere but I cannot trace the quotation, t was entitled "The Ocean" and read:
Beautiful, sublime and glorious,
Wild, majestic, foaming free, Over time itself victorious,
Image of eternity. Such art thou, stupendous ocean.
But, if overwhelmed by thee, Can one think, without emotion,
What must thy Creator be?
Most of the stories, I confess, seemed to be profoundly ifluenced by the literature we were reading at the time, "or instance, I embarked on a long serial called "In the Vllds of Brazil" which bore an uncanny resemblance to Jallantyne's Martin Rattler.
Violet Lansbury, who was about my age and made a great npression upon my susceptible heart, showed her idealistic train and an appreciation of human rights in a contribution ailed " Indians." It opened :
Rough are the Indians,
But they are brave and true. Their object is to hold possessions
In their own lands, too.
Later Violet developed Communist sympathies and went o Russia, where she married and lived for twelve years, lie is now back in this country, married again, and an ardent lember of the party.
One of the most prophetic contributions to The L and S 5 a story of mine called "In Deadly Peril." It begins: ... I was fustrated. was in an awkward position and did not know how to Q out of it. Now I sec how stupid I was not to flutter < at once. ..."
